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The tiiHory oj King Lest? 

$h'l fcrue you Madam,your Graces ire rightwclcomc. 

Enter Kent, and Steward. 

Steward.G ood eucn to thee friend,arr of the houfe ? 

Kent. I. 

Steward. Where may wc fet our horfcs ? 

Kent.Xn the mire. 

£r«p.Prethee if thou loue me^tcH me, 

Kent.\ loue thee not. 

Stew. Why then I care nor for thee. 

Kent .Jf I had thee in Lifsbury pinfold, I would make thee care 
for me. 

5 /«p.Why doftthou vfe the thus ? I know thee not. 

Kraf.Fellow I know thee. 

SfcB\What doft thou know me for i 

Kent. A knaue, a rafcall, an eater of broken meates, a bafe } 
proud, fhallow,bcggerly, three fliewted hundred pound, filthy 
worfted-ftocken knaue, a lilly liuer’d adHon taking knaue, a 
whorefon glafTe-gazing fuperfinicall rogue, one trunks inheri- 
ting (laue.one thac would’ft be a baud in way of good feruice,& 
art nothing but the compofition ofaknaue,begger, coward, 
pander,and the fonne and heire ofa mungrell bitch.whoml will 
beate into clamorous whining, if thou deny the lcaftfillable of 
the addition. 

Stew. What amonftrous fellow art then, thus to raile on one 
that’s neither knowne of thee, nor knowes thee. 

Kent . What a brazen fac’ ft varlet art thoU,to deny thou kn<j.w~ 
eft me, is it two daies agoe fined beate thee, and tript vp thy 
heeles before the King ? draw you rogue, for though it benight 
the Moon lhines,ile make a fop of the Moone-fhine a’you,draw 
you whorefon cullyonly barber-munger,dra w. 

Stew. Away,l haue nothing to do Vvith tKcte. 

Xcwf.Draw you rafcall,you bring Letters againft the King, & 
take Vanity the puppets part, againft the royalty of her fathier, 
draw you rogue.or ile fo carbonado your ftiankes^draw you raf- 
call,come your wayes. 

Stew. Helpe, ho,murthcr, helps, 
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The H'fory of King Lear • 

Kent, Strike you flaue, ftand rogue, ftand you ticate aue, 
ftl 5/w.Helpe, ho, murther, helpe. 

Enter Edmund with his Rafter drawne , Glocefter , , the 
Duke and DMchejfe. 

3?4/?.How now, what’s the matter ? 

Ken. With you goodman boy, and you pleafe comc,i!c fleafti 

vou, come on yong mafter. 

* CM. Weapons, atmesywhat’s the matter here? 

i»«i?.Keepe peace vpon your liues,hc dies that ftnkcs againc, 

what’s the matter ? 

Reg.lhz meffengers from our After, and the King. 

Duke. What’s your difference,fpeake ? 

Stew A am fearfe in breath my Lord. 

&?»r.No mat uaile you haue fo beftir d your valour, youco- 
wardlv rafcall, nature difcRimes in thee, a Taylor made thee. 
Duke Thou art a Orange fellow.aTaylour make a man? 

Kent. I, a taylour fir, a Stone-cutter, ovaPainter couldnot 

haue made him fo ill, though hehad bene but two houres at the 

G/s/.Speake yet, how grew your quarrell ? , 

StewiThis ancient ruffian fir, whole life I haue fpardatfute 

of his gray-beard, „ , . , 

Kent. Thou whorefon Zed, thou vnneceflary letter, my Lord 
if you will giue me leaue.I will tread this vnboulted villatne in- 
to motter, and daubethe wals of a Iaques with him ; fpare my 
gray-beard you wagtaile? 

Duke. Peace fir,you beaftly knaue y r ou haue no rcucrence. 

Kent. Yes fir,bt?t anger has a priuiledge. 

D«%.Why art thou angry ? 

Kent That filch a fiaue as this (houldweare afword. 

That weares no honefty, fuch finding rogues asthefe. 

Like Rats oft bite thofe cordes in twaine, 

Which are to intrench, to inloofe fmooth cuery paffion 

That in the natures of their Lords rebell, ' 
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